ALAN PORTER (QULEN'S)
LIFE AND LUXURY
1HELD imagination's candle high To thread the pitchy cavern, life.    A whisper Dazed all the dark with sweetness oversweet, A lithe body languished around my neck. " Do out this unavailing light," she pleaded. " Soother is darkness     How may candle strive With topless, bleak, obdurate blanks of space ? It can but cold the darkness else were warm. Leave, leave to search so bitter-toilfully Unthroughgone silence, leave and follow me; For I will lead where many riches lie, Where rippling silks and snow-soft cushions, rare Cool wines, and delicates unearthly sweet, And all the comfort flesh of man craves more. We two shall dallying uncurl the long And fragrant hours."    She reached a slender arm Slowly along mine to the light.    I flung her Off, down.   My candle showed her cheeks raddled, Her bindweed pressure made me sick and mad; I flung her back to the gloom.    Her further hand Clanked; hidden gyves fell ringing to the rock. Peering behind her barely I could discern Outstretching bodies clamped along the floor, Unmoving most and silent, some uneasy, Stirring and moaning.    Smothery clutches came Of slothful scents and fingered at my throat, But, brushing by them, unaccompanied I held aloft my rushlight in the cave And searched for beauty through the cleaner air. Thus far in parable.    Laugh loud, O world, Laugh loud and hollow.    There are those would spurn 39